CHAP. XII]          COURT INTRIGUES OF R1AI)

and laded. We then awaited the moment of evening prayer;
it came, and the voice of the Mu'eddineen summoned all good
Wahhabees, the men of the town-guard not excepted, to the
different mosques. When about ten minutes had gone "by
and all might be supposed at their prayers, we opened our
door. Mobeyreek gave a glance up and down the street to
ascertain that no one was in sight, and we led out the camels.
Aboo-'Eysa accompanied us. Avoiding the larger thoroughfares,
we took our way by bye-lanes and side passages towards a small
town-gate, the nearest to our house, and opening on the north.
A late comer fell in with us on his way to the Mesjid, and as he
passed summoned us also to the public service. But Aboo-
'Eysa unhesitatingly replied, " We have this moment come from
prayers," and our interlocutor, fearing to be himself too late
and thus to fall under reprehension and punishment, rushed off
to the nearest oratory, leaving the road clear. Nobody was in
watch at the gate. We crossed its threshold, turned south-
east, and under the rapid twilight reached a range of small
hillocks, ^behind which we sheltered ourselves till the stars came
out, and the " wing of night," to quote Arab poets, spread black
over town and country.

We drew a long breath, like men just let out of a dungeon,
and thanked heaven that this much was over. Then, after the
first hour of night had gone over, and chance passers-by had
ceased, and left us free from challenge and answer, we lighted our
camp-fire, drank a most refreshing cup of coffee, set our pipes
to work, and laughed in our turn at 'Abd-Allah and Feysul.

Yet I slept little that night. Many and serious, nay sad-
dening thoughts, crowded the mind on looking back to that
huge dark outline of wall and tower arnid the shades of the
valley; we remembered those whom it encircled, we thought of
what influence it had already exercised and might yet exer-
cise over the entire Peninsula; how stern yet how childish a
tyranny; how fatal a kindling of burnt-out fanaticism; a new
well-head to the bitter waters of Islam; how much misdirected
zeal; what concentrated though ill-applied courage and perse-
verance ; and what might be in the end ! And here we had
just passed fifty days, under the roofs and at the tables of those
who, had they known but for one hour what we really were,